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Who can hit on 3 plan 
That hasn’t an obvious flaw, 
So they treat the affair 
With a sullen despair, 
And rely on the chances of thaw! 
Friday. —Took Her Most Gracious on a visit to the Victoria 


ubilee Ward of the Royal Infirmary at Ryde and back to Osborne, 
wher good news awaited us. 


BLEY RELIEVED. 
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Has British courage dropped so low 
We need a shock galvanic * 

Or is there any need to show 
An sttitade of panic ? 

I? men and boys are giving out 
Pace alarmist writers 


rs) 
The women must be trai ined, no doub: 
* And toe the |! " as fighters, 


z 
and should an enemy attack 
And conquer maids in mittens, 
Of fighters still we shall not lack— 
We'll arm the cats and kittens ! 

Satwricy.—Did some football, though mosé of it was postponed 
in consequence of the floundery nasure of the grounds. Saw 
the Duke of Cambridge's Own “Swell” Yeomanry of to South 
Africa, and then went off bome to a comfortable fire and an enter- 
taining bookK—my own last. 


=) 


Monday.— Went and had a look af some water-colour drawings at 


Agnew's; then went, by invitation of the Lady Maroress, and had 
afternoon tea with a | Os f Prench professors in the saloon of 
ea " 


jugier Dunn down to Osborne to be pre- 

i to Her Mo si Gracious and to have a bugle a oy to hima. 
Seems s modest lad, and not likely to be spoiled by the inevitable 
adulation he is meeting with. 


That Bugler Dunn has shown the “ stuff 
f which a soldier's made 
(Though praises have been quantum su/7.) 
Is not to be gainsaid ; 
And this is pretty certain, too, 
The foe will cut and run, 
As long as British buglers do 
The same as Bugler Dunn. 
Dined with the American Ambassador andthe Authors’ Club, and 
went afterwards to the Royal Institution to hear Mr. W. L. 
Courtenay hold forth on the Shakespearean drama. He did very 
well on this “ Imperial theme.” 
Tuesday.—Took Her Most Gracious from Osborne to Windsor 
without damage or ve. Beautiful day, spent most of it in the 
park. Got back to to in the evening, and looked in at the 
Guildhall upon the Diocesan Church Lads’ Brigade and saw them 
drill. Really think I must drill myself. Seems to be all the go. 
Taz Srorres. 


r literary. spostascoudy seal is No con‘rijutions can be returned 













3 


2 













odnieas, thie ce) 





ras, <tr tiatendh ae 


BOF gegen PS gh ae, 






























FEBRUARY 27, 1900. 











































































Be) if) aes I'd Like to go to War, 
ee iE | | Hh || ese HERE vi) = Bas But 
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Within my gallant breast ; 
When I read.of the foe, 
I stretch, and puff my chest ! 
I'd like to go to war, 
For I feel I am made 
To tackle every Boer, 
But of guns I’m afraid! 
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I'd like to go and scout, 

And peep behind each rock, 
If no Boers were about 

Of me to take sly stock, 
And then to take good aim 

In their confounded way ; 
That is their little game, 

But I refuse to play ! 











I'd like some medals bright, 
Say, one or two or three, 
But I don’t want to fight, 
And p’r’aps a shell smash me! 
If V.C. I could earn, 
I’d like it very much, 
But to feel I don’t burn 
Of chilly steel the touch! 











No bolder man than I 
I think was ever seen, 
But I object to die 
‘* For country and for Queen! ”’ 
I'd like to go to war, 
But there’s danger to life, 
So I'll stay here and “‘jaw”’ 
About it to my wife! 
sa ot | ‘ ayy vi t , / yy / ji ; - - : SS | | TAN : | 
: : : / : , Wy a | Poor Fare. 
Ml a) Newly-Married Nephew.—‘‘In strict 
confidence, uncle, like nearly everyone 
else, we’ve got ‘a skeleton in the cup- 
board.’ ” 
Uncle (after a poor dinner, grufily).— 
‘‘Yes, and there doesn’t seem to be 
much else.” 








iy THE LIGHT THAT FAILED (OCCASIONALLY). | Going to the Front. 
Mike.“*Tis the wan broight loight av O’Hara’s loife, this loikness to avuld Kruger. It | YES, goiny to the front, 
produces him more foights than ye could think.” | But not to lose good blood, 


Pat Ave, "tis a pity, though, the poor divil has weak oyes and has to wear a shade to Nor of war bear the brunt— 
protect thim.” | I mean my collar-stud! 
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‘Waes Me for Charlie.” 

ALL the world has by this time heard of the doughty deeds 
of “Charlie,” the elephant, who tried to wreck the ‘Crystal 
Palace, and sat with exceeding severity upon his keeper. It 
is sad to say that Charlie's wanton acts have greatly scanda- 
lised the  thick-and-thin believers’ in elephantine sagacity 
and propriety, but it must be remembered that the noble 
beast, as well in life as in the manner of his execution, 
7 was subjected to indignities quite enough to upset the equanimity 
sa of the best-regulated pachyderm upon the earth. In the first place 
one of his attendants began amusing himself and his mates by ————— i 
prodding Charlie with a lance, the idea being to test whether an 


‘ elephant relished cold steel any better than the Boer, whose aversion French and Kitchener { 


to that delicacy happens to be a standing jest among warriors and | 


ny a4 Tatiee  seeticten go orgies tlle Moki wale | “In a letter dated January lst, Naauwpoort, a private of the 

the penalty of his temerity but “we will Jet (Mri soph Then ha to =a Enews makes the following prediction, which is interesting = 

the method of finishing off poor ‘Charlie " just listen to this — ne * pb yyt gag -S If my words come brue, fan will find 

me Eos gegen x, layla all accor gi sate 5 | that French will be the Kitchener of the Boer war.’ ’’— Vide Press. ] 
penny dai accourt of the proceedings: 

“The two profes-ional gunmakers discharged both their barrels It’s ‘‘on the cards’’ it may be so, 

and one of the volunteers."" Think of that! Discharged. at him For a French course, as we all know, 

of course ‘* yy f thy lunteers ’'! N wonder “ Charlie fi 1} Toa Kitchen r’s close allied— 


make any. Well, the elephant, we know, is no more, but we 
haven’t heard from the volunteer, and wait with some curiosity to 
know how he fared after being launched, head first we assume, 
against such a bulkhead. Possibly he did not go home after that 
warbling ‘* Charlie is my darling.’’ Apropos of this, we hear that 
some debating societies in the neighbourhood have put upon their 
papers the question, whether it is rougher upon a volunteer to be 
aimed point blank at an elephant, or upon an elephant to have 
projected at him, besides the contents of four gun barrels, a 
real Jive rifle volunteer in full fighting fig ? 














{ Let e they ll conquer side-by 
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Victory of Lord Roberts. 
RELIEF OF “KIMBERLEY, THE SPARKLING CITY.” 


Hark! Joy throughout the Empire rings, 
Victorious news the wire now brings ; 
Lord Roberts grandly known to fame— 
Triumphant ever in his aim— 

Sends word that ‘ Kimberley at last 

Is safe’; flame’s atmosphere is past! 

By strategy’s great master stroke 
Relieved from threaten’d galling yoke. 
From ‘“ Klip Drift’ skilful General French, 
From foes, positions now doth wrench ; 
Our brave “ sea drag-ons ’’ guard the drift, 
A thousand Boers fleeing swift ; 

With dash, then French’s horsemen bold, 
In daring grasp their foes infold ; 

And o’er the country side now sweep 

The Boer force, who distant keep. 

Our troops see searchlight of ‘‘ De Beers”’; 
They hear with joy the people’s cheers ; 
Soon French on outskirts, townsmen meets 
To march triumphant through the streets. 
An action near Drontveld was fought, 
Safety in flight then Cronjé sought ; 

He treks to Bloemfontein North-West ; 

Our Leader press’d, and gave no rest, 
Twice charging home—a brilliant feat ! 
Right through his foes; in full retreat 
Out-span mid-way—their oxen tired— 

Into this laager shells are fired ; 

Big guns abandon’d now lie here ; 

Sirdar, with Highlanders in rear ; 

Kenny’s brigades at once pursue, 

Foes’ convoy taking, to their rue. 
Magersfontein the Guards now hold ; 
Trenches impregnable infold— 

The foemen’s laagers all are taken, 

With tents, vast stores, and gun forsaken. 
Thus French has here a problem solved 
Momentous speed, so sure evolved ! 

With “* Diamond City’s "’ grand defence, 
Historic page will sparkle hence ; 

And show throughout the earth’s broad space 
Our noble attributes of race. 


Ty f) rrry 








-Via Delagoa Bay. 


[Amongst Cronje’s stores captured were some biscuit tins, con- 
taining gunpowder, marked, “ Pretoria, vid Delagoa Bay.”’} 


For cunning the Boers “ take the cake,” 


The biscuit, too, when in the mood: 


Sometimes men “ food for powder "’ make, 


But this I call ‘‘ powder for food"’! 














Boyhood’s Bete Noire. 
[A child has been christened ‘‘ Colenso,” on the ground that its 


uncle was one of our soldiers in the battle at that place. | 


WHEN the baby Colenso has duly attained 
To the fourth of the poet’s “ seven ages,”’ 

He should certainly lack not the fame-bubble, gained 
Where the bloodthirsty war-demon rages 


With sword and with flame— 


If there’s aught in a name! 


For the baby’s papa wasa soldier of old; 


But it’s more to the point that the merry 


Wee thumb-sucking man has an uncle (enrolled 


In the ranks of the gallant East Surrey) 
Who his share boldly bore 
In Colenso’s grim war. 


But, though mighty Colenso to war fields may find 


Himself strongly by Providence beckoned, 
Ere reaching the poet's ‘‘fourth age” of mankind, 
I maintain that,on gaining the ‘‘ second,”’ 
He'll, in one respect, move 
In a commonplace groove |! 


When the stripling Colenso goes whining to school, 
With his satchel (like snail going creep'ly), 
Poor Colenso will then—though he mayn't be a fool— 


Hate CoLENSO’S ARITHMETIC deeply, 
Just as other kids do! 


I believe it—don’'t you ? 
































‘‘ Amongst other things, these Doers are terribly bad linguists, so 
I hear.” 
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The Klip and Dri(ve) Put. 
JOHN BULL:- 


THAT your “ sparring’s"’ very clever, 
I am ready to admit ; 
But you cannot guard for ever, 
And you'll know it when I hit! 
Though your blows have fallen lightly, 
One or two, I think, I felt, 
And I'll make you look unsightly, 
For you hit below the belt! 
But your dodges “ slim,"’ you'll sce 
Will not greatly injure me, 
I’ve not suffered from the blows that 
you have dealt- 
But they've served to steel my muscle, 
For the final crushing tussle, 





And you'll really have to hustle 
If you’ eat mi n the veldt. 


wash 





A MATTER OF OPINION. 
(OVERHEARD IN THE City.) 
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Mr, Thin.—‘ Good thing; Kimberley is relieved—the mines are safe and rising.” 


Mr. Stout.—“‘ You money-grabber, that's all you think about. What about the poor 
beggars that couldn't get a good meal for weeks?” 


Though your backers stand and bet there 
On your game 

Oh, I fancy I shall get there, 
Just the same; 

You have very great assurance, 

But you'll find it is ‘endurance ”’ 

Get’s the best of this and ev'ry other 
game ! 


BorER (sotto voce) :— 


I am really not progressing ; 
Master Bull is rather tough— 
And I’m gradually guessing 
That I've nearly had enough. 
For to keep myself from falling 
Is as much as I can do; 
While each ‘“‘ round” he comes up call- 
ing : 
‘‘Ob, I mean to see this through!” 
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And one telling blow, I see, 
Will be quite.enongh for me— 
AndI cannot guard much longer, that 
is plain! 
Very weary I am growing, 
I am puffing, I am blowing, 
Signs of wear and tear 1’m showing— 
Oh, I’ll never fight again. 
And, old Bull, he stands and grins here 
Firm and strong— 
And I fancy ere he wins here 
Won't be long— 
He is big and he is plucky, 
And he’s generally lucky, 
Oh, to challenge such a champion was 
wrong ! 
JOHN BuLL:— 
Come, my hearty, I am waiting, 
Stir your stumps and come along— 
For your tricks are irritating, 
And your strategy is wrong, 
Though some “ points’’ you have been 
making, 
I may say, my Boerish friend, 
That I take a lot of shaking, 
And you'll suffer in the end. 
For the knock-out blow you'll see, 
Will be sure to rest with me, 
Such an old hand you were foolish, 
man, to face! 
Iam no obscure beginner, 
And as sure as you’re a sinner, 
I shall figure as the winner, 
And you'll have to know your place. 
Though your backers stand and frown 
there, 
With an air, 
Though they say: ‘‘Come, knock him 
out there, 
Then and there! ”’ 
Ah, their ardour will diminish 
When they see you at the finish, 
And to challenge me not one of them 
will dare ! 


BOER :— 
I grow weaker still and weaker, 
And he doesn’t flag a bit— 
And “‘ Dutch-courage”’ by the beaker 
Doesn’t seem to make me ‘‘ fit.”’ 
Hot and strong his blows are raining 
Ou my poor devoted head— 
And the fight that I’m sustaining, 
Make me wish that I was dead. 
All my tricks grow old, you see, 
And he picks them up from me, 
And he comes in at the finish, sure as 
fate ! 
Had I known that he could fight so, 
For his honour and the right so, 
I'd have said: A franchise? Quite so! 
I'll prepare it while you wait. 
If my backers would but dare to 
Break the ring! 
3ut they do not seem to care to; 
And they sing 
Rather smaller than they used to, 
And they seem to be amused too 
Now Bull has me on a little bit of 
string! 


Sweet Innocence. 
Lady (interviewing raw Irish domestt). 
—‘‘ Of course, I find everything.”’ 
Raw Irish Domestic.—‘: Includin’ a 
swateheart, mum?” 


Would Hit Him. 
Daughter.—** Papa, George is going to 
ask you for my hand to-night.” 
Papa (savagely).—‘‘ He'll get mine 
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THE KLIP AND DRI(VE) PUT. 


JOHN BULL, THE KIMBERLEY CHAMPION, ON THE BARE VELDT. HE HAS BARE(LY) VELDT IT, 





Lorp Roperts’s REPLY TO CRONJE Was: “ YoU MUST FIGHT TO THE FrnisH OR SURRENDER.” 
(For Cartoon Verses, see page 68.) 
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What a Relief; or, Harlequin Bobs, and 
Kitchener Weasel Asleep. 
A PANTOMIME IN SEVERAL SCENES. 
Dramatis PERSON :— 
Prince Pertinacious—A Juvenile Lead(er) 


Constable AI—A Reliable Kop-er .........++- 


The Demon of Corruption) ___ Pretorian o* 
The Demon of Ambition{ (Black) Guards .. 


General Buller. 


President Kruger. 
President Steyne. 


Princess Rhodesia—A Girl of a Million or So.. Cecil Rhodes. 
Lady Smith—A Damsel in Distress ......... . General White. 
AND 


The Good Fairy “‘ Bobs’’—A Kanda-Harlequin Lord Roberts. 


(Dragons, knights, etc., by Messrs. Joubert, Cronje, Kitchener, 
Gatacre, etc.) 


Scene I.—The Demons’ Cave. 


(Curtain vises and discovers the Demons preparing to “ stagger 
humanity.’’) 


DuEtT anp CHORUS :— 


Corruption :— Stir the brew, and make for trouble— 
Ambition :— Ev’rybody’s worries double— 
Both :— Fiercely toiling, grimly moiling, 

Thus we keep the pot a boiling— 
Chorus :— Hubble-bubble, hubble-bubble ! 
Corruption :— Jobs, and perks, and madness utter— 
Ambition :— Wild Ambition’s little flutter— 
Both :— Freely lying, slimness trying, 

Thus we keep the fat a frying— 

Chorus :— Splitter—splutter ; splitter—splutter ! 


(War dance.) 


Corruption.—“ At last, we conquer—who can hold us back?” 
Ambition.—“' No one, I fancy, now we’re on their track! ’’ 
Corruption.— Seen my new Programme, couldn’t well be 
grander; Africa is for——”’ 

Amiition.— “The Afrikander. 

Cronje and Joubert, they shall make us free, 

And drive the cursed Rooieneks to the sea! 

And who shall stop them? Who shall dare to try ? 

Who shall presume to thrash us?”’ 


(Enter Good Fairy ‘‘ Bobs,”) 
“* Bobs,”"—* I—sirs—I! 
The Demons defy the Fairy and the scene changes to 
Scene II.—The City of Diamonds. 
(Chorus of Diamond men and maidens.) 


Though we're here quite willy-nilly, 
He would be a silly-billy 
Who would leave our city hilly, 
Spite that Dragon wild and silly, 
For the wilds of Piccadilly, 
Pic-ca—Pic-ca—Pic-ca-dilly ! 
Shells may come, and shells may go, 
But we're safer here, you know, 
Than the folks in Pimlico. 
Pim-li —Pim-li—Pimlico ! 


(Enter the Princess Rhodesia with attendants carrying De(bottled) 
Beers.) 


Sona (the Princess) :— 


Pass around the brimming flagon, 
Drink confusion to the dragon, 
Ere we shell him till he shelters in his shell-proof trench ! 
For we're trusting, with conviction, 
To that gallant contradiction, 
The extremely gallant Briton, who is also French ! 
Cuorvus (lifting glasses) :— 
So here's the gallant Briton, who is also French! 
Princess:— For he’s coming o'er the veldt, 
And his presence will be felt, 
And our enemies he'll scatter, and our hands he'll warmly 
clench ! 
So we'll send a salutation 
To that credit to the nation 


Who is very, y British, though they call him Fre: 


General French. 





CHORUS :— 
Oh, he’s very, British, though they call him French! 


Princess.—‘‘ Now, my friends, we must have no sadness, for 
there is hardly anything to be sad about. Dog-biscuit with an 
appetite, is better than pdté-de foie gras with a bilious attack any 
day, and don’t you forget it—ah, I hear a footstep.” 


(Enter a messenger bearing a white flag. From force of habit they 
all fall on their faces.) 


Messenger.—“I beg your pardon—I fear I have frightened 
you. I apologise.” 

Princess.—“‘ Don't mention it. A braver set of people than my 
people don’t exist, though I say it who shouldn’t. Shell, shot, or 
shrapnel will not disturb them, but a ‘‘ white flag”—you know— 
dash it all! is enough to frighten anyone. But what would you?” 

Messenger.—‘‘I come from that worthy old dragon—my master 
Cronje. He says if you don’t surrender he will shell the town. He 
says——”’ 

e (Loud cheers are heard off.) 


(Enter Prince Pertinacious at the head of an army.) 
Princess.—‘‘ Relieved ! relieved! ”’ 
General rejoicings, fireworks, and scene changes to 
Scene III.—Lady Smith’s Enchanted Town. 


(Enter Lady Smith with attendants amid a shower of shells, 
which harmlessly roll off their umbrellas.) 


SONG :— 
Lady Smith. 


Out here, in the gloaming, 
I’m mournfully roaming, 
Half hoping, half moping, 
Most patient of belles. 
Though this terrible waiting 
Is most irritating, 
We find some distraction 
In dodging the shells! 
Oh, do not deceive me, 
But haste and relieve me, 
I am weary of waiting—ab, me! 
All my other loves scorning, 
By night and by morning, 
I cannot help thinking, sweet Buller, of thee! 


A kop you start copping— 
And then you go stopping— 
Though dearer, not nearer, 
I mournfully find! 
I hear your guns pop, sir, 
All over the shop, sir, 
And still you’re not here, sir; 
It’s very unkind! 
Ah, in spite of resistance, 
Pray give your assistance, 

I am weary of waiting—ah, me! 
When my dinner’s sole course is 
Tough cavalry horses— 

I cannot help thinking sweet Buller of thee! 


(A loud report is heard off.) 
Lady Smith.— Run, my dears, and bring me news.’ 


(Exit attendants.) 


Lady Smith.—'‘I have to bear up before my friends, but this is 
positively depressing. The horse is a noble animal, but give me 
mutton. (Enter Attendant.) What news?” 

Attendant.—‘' Spion Kop is occupied !”’ 

Lady Smith (hurling her bonnet into the air).— Three cheers 
for——” (Enter Attendant.) 

Attendant.—' Spion Kop is unoccupied.” 

Lady Smith.—‘ That’s the third bonnet I’ve wasted. But go, 
Sister Anne—I mean—(enter Attendant)—well—what news ?”’ 

Attendant.—Buller has crossed the Tugela——” 

Lady Smith (doubtfully).—‘* No!” 

Attendant.—‘He has. He is coming on as fast——”’ 

Lady Smith.—Three cheers for Can anyone lend me a 
bonnet?’ (Enter Attendant.) 

Attendant.—“ Buller has re-crossed the Tugela ! ”’ 

Lady Smith.—" D readful weather we are having to be sure, 
don’t it?” (Enter Attendant.) 

Attendant.—“ Buller is here !’’ 

Lady Smith.—** Where?” 
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(Enter Buller.) 

Buller.—‘‘ My dear Lady Smith! ”’ 

Lady S.—‘ Saved, saved!” (Throws her arms round his neck and 
whispers in his ear.) 

Buller.—‘* No!”’ 

Lady S.—‘‘ Fact, I assure you! I haven’t tas*ed food for days— 
for no one can call a cavalry horse food.” 

Buller.—‘‘ Then allow nte to take you down to supper.” 


General rejoicings and scene changes to 


ScENE 1V.—The Demons’ Home—Pretoria. 


Corruption.—‘ There is a tremendous noise outside——” 
Ambition.—‘‘ Yes, I can’t quite make it out—l——” 
(Enter Goot Fairy ‘* Bobs.’’) 


(He waves his wand. The demons vanish—Britennia rises centre 
of stage—Grand transformation—* Liberty and Justice for all” — 
‘God Save the Queen,” and 


(CURTAIN. ] 





Kruger’s Pipe and Cup. 


THIS war may cut me deeply in the end, 
And break me badly where 1 wouldn’t bend: 
And yet I can’t admit I’m covered much with blame. 
If here and there a trifle has been wrong, 
I sanctify it through Davidic song; 
And smoke my pipe, and sip my coffee all the same. 


In sly pretence I tried to look afraid 

Since Dr. Jim came “ trotting out’ his Raid, 
And got my tools in oraer for the coming game, 

I said, ‘‘ This British Lion means to spring ; 

File out, and meet and beat him, boys; but bring 
A pipe and coffee to your Kruger, all the same.”’ 


I asked for leave to ‘‘ wobble ’’ to the fray, 
And ‘‘ knuckle ”’ to my knee-caps there, and pray. 
They cried, ‘‘ Oh, Paul, dear, not at all; ’twould be a shame 
To see you camping out among the rocks; 
3ring up the rear, pretend you’re getting knocks, 
And smoke, and drink, and ‘‘ sermon ”’ all the same. 


My wife ‘ fellin ’’ at once with this advice, 

And said, “since J had boldly broke the ice” 
I needn’t drown myself with other fools of name, 

So I must ‘“‘ tug” the bridle far behind, 

And see that things are safely sealed and signed, 
And ‘‘pull’’ my pipe, and ‘“‘sip”’ my coffee, all the same. 


I used to be a steady sniping shot, 
But age has sent my talents all *‘ to pot’’; 
And now I’m little more than Paul-ine in the name. 
But, then, if things go smoking into smash, 
My skin is whole—my wallet’s full of cash— 
With pipe alight and coffee steaming all the same. 




















Wise (After the Event). 


‘‘ You are wise, Mr. Brodrick,’ John Bull-ion said, 
‘‘ But why were you so unprepared, 

When you saw that the crisis was nearing its head, 
And my family was sure to be scared ?”’ 


“ My Department’s all right,” said wise Mr. B., 
‘¢ But if tales out of school I must tell, 

The horse to be saddled’s the ‘ W. D.’ 
At present installed in Pall Mall. 


“ You are wise,” said J. B. (after the event) 
‘* But remember your brother Balfour, 

Who ‘rode the high horse’ till he found that the likes 
Were possessed by the bellicose Boer.”’ 


‘In days that are past,’’ said the blameless young man, 
I knew naught of polemic affairs ”’ ; 
“It’s high time that you did,” burly J. B. remarked, 
‘These cross currents and nonchalant airs 
Are absurd. I can’t listen all day to such stuff, 
3e smart—or I'll kick you downstairs !”’ 





Waftings from the Wings. 


As we remarked last week, Captain Marshall's play, His 
Excellency The Governor, bas been revived at the Criterion with 
marked success, and, thanks no little to the uniformly excellent 
actiog, forms really a most enjoyable evening’sentertainment. Mr, 
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AT THE CRITERION. 


Sre_La—On, MY STARS! 


Eric Lewis, Mr. Dion Boucicault, and all the ladies—being Miss 
Gertrude Elliot, Miss Irene Vanbrugh, and Miss Fanny Coleman— 
do the pick of the scoring, though the rest are so decidedly ‘ well 
up ”’ that it seems ‘‘ invidious to particularise.”’ 


Puss in Boots has retired from the evening programme of the 
yarrick Theatre, and ‘‘ John Strange Winter's "’ pretty little story of 
the scarlet lancers, called Bootle’s Baby, has, in dramatic garb, come to 
the “‘front.’”” Mr. Arthur Elwood played “ Bootles,”’ and little Miss 
Dorothea Moss impersonated Mignon, Bootle’s Baby, in a manner 
which elicited enthusiastic commendation. Mr. George Shelton 
always gains points when playing parts of low social caste. His 
Private Philip Saunders and manservant to Bootles makes up the 
chief humour of the play. ‘ But thereain’t no knowing "’ makes a 
capital catch phrase, which Mr. Saunders knows how to introduce. 
The virtuous and distressed heroine, Helen Grace, was piayed by 
Miss Madge McIntosh expressively and feelingly enough. 

The villain, Captain Gavor Gilchrist, a weak sort of creature, 
upon whom matrimony had worked a depressing disappointment, 
was played by Mr. A.J. Byde. I should have preferred a vigorous, 
bluffing demeanour for this = rather than a cynical and callous 
style. Messrs. Percy Nash, Edmunds, U. Troode, Reid, Thomas, 
and Eardley Turner ably collaborated, and the Misses Greenlaw, 
Eva Williams, and Bella Wallis fully sustained their respective 
parts. As the military spirit is dominant, it is apprehended that 
Bootle’s Baby will be greatly appreciated by playgoers, judging from 
its cordial reception. 


Messrs. Darling and Wood, of 119, Pall Mall, have forwarded 
us their Annual upon sporting matters for the current year, and 
state that they will forward a copy of their little book post free to 
anyone interested in Sport applying forthe same. They trust that 
the recipient will forward a shilling, at least, to any recognised 
War Fund. Apart from philanthropic principles, this little Annual 
is a veritable sporting encyclopedia. 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. *“* Fcun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN., 


‘““Wotr ho!” They run! The war 
seems to ’ave taken a turn, an’ I shoud 
say it’s given the Boers a nasty ‘‘ turn.” 
I ’xpect they now wishes that our 
Tommies was ‘‘ Absent-bodied Beggars” ; 
wot I means is, wishes that they wasn’t 
so close to ‘em. I told you larst week 
that ‘‘Bobs’’ woud change matters, an’ 
‘e’s done splendid, not but wot all our 
generals is deservin’ of the ’ighest praise, 
an’ our soldiers, too, speshully the 
volunteers, who fought like weterans; 
not that I’m surprised, for they’re 
British, an’ a Briton wen called upon 
will fight, watever ‘is callin’ may be. 
Altogether, the noos is very cheerin’, so 
let’s cheer it. Hooray! an’ hooray 
agin! Of corse, we carn’t ’xpect it to 
be all smooth sailin’; there’s rocks 
ahead yet, but I bet we shall steer clear 
of the most dangerous ones an’ land at 
Pretoria. 

Nice sort of wether we've been ’avin’ 
lately! People must be ’ard to please if 
they ain’t satisfied, for we’ve ’ad some of 
all sorts. The country’s ’ad a good ‘‘ free 
drink,” an’ Mother Earth must, indeed, 
be a thirsty mortal if she ain’t pretty well 
fullup. I’m fond of water, ’cause of my 
bizness, but I ’opes Jupiter Furius, as 
they calls ’im, will now ‘‘dry up”’; it’s 
time ’e abdikated—ceased to reign—an' 
let Old Sol mount the throne. 

It turned my blood cold to read about 
them two elefants wot ‘‘ made a muck” 
at the Cristal Pallis; a mad elefant 
is no joke, there’s sich a lot of ’im 
to go mad. Charlie, after killin’ ’is 
keeper, fell a victim to a dose of lead, 
but Archie ‘ad a beano all “‘ on ‘is own”’ 
(though I dessay by this time ’e’s got 
‘‘beans’”’ hisself), ’e, so to say, went on 
the tramp and trample, an’ ’e didn’t 
forget to put ’is ’oofs down neither, nor 
to put ’is trunk wherever ’e ’ad a mind 
to, an’ ’e ’ad a very destructive mind. 
Pore Mr. Sanger will have to “‘ Pay, pay, 

: pay!” 

SW treo— ———  ———— Little Bugler Dunn ’as ’ad the ’onner 

of being presented to the Queen, and she 
gave ’im a silver bugle with a suitable 
inscripshun on it, an’ also some kind 
words, such as ’Er Majesty knows so 
well ’ow to say. ’E must be a proud 
boy, an’ I ’opes ’e will bear hisself with 
the modesty that is allus the accompani- 











; ; PHILIP THE GREAT OVERAWES THE PLUMBERS. ment of true bravery. I’ve just given 
Sir Philip Magnus has obtained an injunction against the Plumbers’ Company. who tried my little Billy atin wissel, as ’e is jellus 
to exclude him from their meetings. ar of young Dunn. 





ANDERSON ’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


” ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 

9 si GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

” Pr TAN GLOSS, or 

- - BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and. be sure you get them. 


S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 
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